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bid me make my choice, and I longed to go to bed. There was
a reason, however, for conforming to the situation. Much as
I hated " going out,0 I was impelled by the hope of meeting
.one special person.
I had made my d£but at a fancy dress ball given by Mrs.
Adair for her niece Nelly Post. In flowing green with crowns
of shamrocks Nelly and I danced in an Irish quadrille. The
rehearsals took place several times before the ball, and at the
last of these a young man arrived rather late (delayed at his
office in the City) and was introduced tame as Wilfred Sheridan.
I was told that he was my real partner and would replace the
one who had been rehearsing with me. From the moment
that I met him he absorbed my attention. Nobody else had
any attraction for me. Wilfred was beautiful and cultured.
He regarded me as an unsophisticated young crestture, but
he, too, was young. Almost his first question was whether I
had read his ancestor's works, to which I replied:
" I thought he made furniture/'
" That was Sheraton, not Sheridan," he corrected; but I
had never heard of Sheridan!
He did not care to dance, and so we always made for the
farthest sitting-out room or for the back stairs where we could
talk undisturbed. My aunts, when I had disappeared, would
search for me, lead me back to the crowded doorways, introduce
new partners to me and forbid me to sit out. I was " wasting
my time," they said, and making a fool of myself. Foolish I
certainly was, beyond all control. On one occasion, hearing
that Wilfred was to be Viola Tree's partner at a cotillon, I
rushed up to her and said:
" But he's mine . . . you can't have him! "
Viola, who did not care in the least whether she danced with
him or another, shrugged her shoulders and said:
" You can have him."
Wilfred, furious, sat next to me but gave all his cotillon
favours to Viola, and I went home in tears.
In his more serious moods he undertook my education. I
must read, he said, The School for Scandal, and his grandfather
Motley's Rise of the Dutch Republic, in twenty volumes which
he would lend me one by one I Had I not read Prescott's

